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an unknown, of a nobody. Have you forgotten that there is an elder
born, son of the great queen, who dwells in the front wing, adorned
with countless towers, of the loved queen, surrounded by golden
maidens, with all the glory and honour of the golden lion-king?

PARPAHEIN. Tower of my gratitude, mother to whom I owe a
mountain of gratitude higher than Mount Mayyu, I care not for my
elder brother, Zayathein. He is nothing, his opinion is nothing.
Mother, be not misled by his sweet words, by his grand words. He
is a mere nothing. The only thing mighty about him is his conceit,
which has been made so by the king putting him before the court,
and because of the empty phrases of his courtiers. If my father the
king, whose glory enslaves the lowest and the highest in the world,
and under whose peace and protection the whole kingdom flourishes,
wishes to make me his heir, all is well. If he does not, with a mind
cunning and crooked, with a mind sharp-edged, I will plan and I will
think. Please go before the king, and learn for certain his decision.

[NORTHERN QUEEN goes and kneels before the KING.]

NORTHERN QUEEN. Centre of the universe, to whom the whole
world gives homage, master of the whole kingdom, lord who shares
with the newly-risen sun the salute of this earth! Your son and mine,
the prince, the pearl that this kingdom wears, has attained the age of
sixteen years. In full audience was a promise made by you, regard-
ing him; a promise as strong and abiding as the thunder-lightning
machine of the sky, as elephant's ivory, as abiding as if it had been
nailed to the wall by brass and iron nails. Fulfil that promise, my
king, and please grant the kingdom with a joyful heart to my son.

KING. My consort from the northern wing, queen without fault,
woman whose body shines with beauty as my glass throne, silvered
and diamonded, shines when the throne-room is lighted at night, in
spite of my promise to you, your son cannot become king, partly
because of his lower birth, mainly because of his drunken ways. Your
son has proved himself to be a man of dirt, a man of faults. He
cannot rule this kingdom of victories. And there is my right arm,
my eldest son, my man who is a master of honour, and a conqueror
of glory. By birth and by character, he is entitled to this throne in
the near future. In any case, no one can be put above him on the
throne now. I -will give your son a village, a town, a district. Will
that not be enough ?

[NORTHERN QUEEN returns to the PRINCE.]